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of a powerful political machine supported by respected public
officials. During that time he was seldom if ever entirely sober,
nor did I ever see him incompetently drunk. Somewhere between
these extremes he found that state of exhilaration he craved, and
he seemed able to maintain it without noticeable effort.
Late one night he came home soaked to the skin, chilled to the
bone. He had been out in a rainstorm for hours and was either
very drunk or delirious, or more likely both. Next day he was
taken to Bellevue Hospital, where, in a day or so3 he died.
Shorty's brother was not interested in me nor I in him; there-
fore I moved dow-n the street to Mrs. Quinn's. But she had only
two small rooms, so I slept on a pallet in the kitchen. It was
Shorty's easygoing generosity that had kept her employed; follow-
ing his death she grew even more shiftless and slovenly. Seeking
comfort in beer and her pipe, she lost whatever interest she may
have had in me and we gradually drifted apart.
I knew a number of boys who sold newspapers in the streets,
therefore had learned something of the trade, and the art of
spotting likely customers. And one of Shorty's cronies owned a
news-stand under the elevated station in Chatham Square. To
him I applied for a job. In a day or so I was in business for
myself.